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LIVINGSTON  HALL 


The  word  "Pool"  is  ambiguous,  meaningless,  and 
sujijfcsts  gambling  and  is  obnoxious  to  the  public.  We 
have  therefore  discontinued  it  and  hereafter  will  as  a 
substitute,  make  use  of  the  words  "Pocket  Billiards." 

—The  Illinois  Sute  Billiard  Association. 

Do  you  play  Pocket  Billiards? 


PAUL  s 

side  Billiard  Room,  Seventh  Avenue  and  125th  St. 
(  Adjoining  Alhambra  Theatre) 
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BASKET  BALL  CHAMPIONS. 

Wow! 
Now, 
Joshooay ! 

Just  see  the  basket-ball  scores  Columbyooay 
Has  run  up! 

Why  it  makes  me  want  to  hold  my  jesting  bun  up 
As  proud 
As  the  crowd 

That  really  did  the  basking. 

I  suppose  there  is'nt  any  use  in  asking 

If  there's  class 

To  the  way  those  fellows  interfere  and  pass. 
Did  you  notice 

How  they  keep  the  other  players  chewing  lotus 
All  the  time? 

While  the  figures  on  our  score-cards  start  to  climb 
To  the  summit? 

Well,  of  course,  you  needn't  think  we're  going  to  drum  it 
About  the  town. 
But  put  it  down 

In  your  blue-book  where  \  ou  won't  mislay  it — that  we've 

won. 
Is  that  done? 

And,  in  \our  praises,  don't  forget  to  mention 
Benson. 


BETWEEN  THE  ACTS. 

-Buy  a  complete  score  1 
—But  I'm  not  musical. 
—That's  just  the  kind  that  buys. 


o 

Br-r-r-r-r--! 

"What  is  the  most  popular  plav,  among  actors, 
New  York?" 
"Peter  Grimm." 
"Why?" 

"Because  the  ghost  walks  even-  night." 


HE  PUT  HIS  WHOLE  SOUL  INTO  IT 


"He  has  an  anthracite  face,  but  a  bituminous  heart." 
—The  Amherst  Toothpick,  Jan.,  '12. 
Probably  has  coal  black  features. 
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We  regret  to  have  to  announce  the  resignation  of  J.  S.  O'Xeale,  19 14,  from  the  editorial  board.  We 
have  been  forced  to  take  this  step  by  the  urgent  appeals  of  the  Committee  on  Student  Organizations  rein- 
forced by  the  threats  of  our  subscribers.  We  have,  however,  undertaken  to  propitiate  the  subscribers  as  soon 
as  Sandy  fixes  up  the  committee. 
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THE  TIME  these  editorials  appear  and  are  read  by  the  Jester's  five 
subscribers  and  the  many  grafters,  the  1912  Varsit>'  Show  will  be  a 
thins  of  the  past,  at  least  so  far  as  New  York  is  concerned,  and  our 
humble  mead  of  praise  will  not  be  taken  either  as  intended  to  lure  a  few 
more  luckless  dollars  into  the  hands  of  the  greedy  management  or  to  charm 
a  few  graft  tickets  from  the  management  aforesaid.  We  have  thought  this 
little  preamble  necessary,  because  we  intended  to  sing  the  praises  of  the 
\'arsity  Show  and  the  Varsity  Show  management  especially,  and  men  are  so 
prone  to  suspect  the  baser  motive — aren't  they,  Murielle?  One  of  the  best 
things  that  the  Varsity  Show  does  is  to  advertise  Columbia  in  the  right  way — 
by  praiseworthy  public  exhibitions.  We  had  always  realized  that  the  Players' 
Club  was  doing  this  with  its  annual  production,  but  to  what  an  extent  the 
outside  public  was  interested  was  only  forcibly  brought  home  to  us  when 
we  attempted  to  purchase  a  few  good  seats  after  having  put  off  the  evil  hour 
as  long  as  possible.  And  this  dearth  of  tickets  was  not  a  mere  box-office 
trick,  for  on  the  several  nights  that  we  attended,  even  the  back  rows  were 
filled — an  almost  unprecedented  thing — and  no  mean  achievement  on  the 
part  of  the  management  when  we  consider  the  size  of  the  Astor's  ball-room. 
And  the  costuming,  too.  was  excellent — ne\er  before  had  chorus  girls'  skirts 
swished  as  did  those  at  the  Aster,  and  never  before  had  paint  been  handed 
out  so  regardless  of  cost.  The  sphere  of  influence,  too,  is  a  wide  one,  includ- 
ing, as  it  does,  besides  Broadway,  Pittsburgh  and  the  national  capital. 

But  as  for  the  show,  its  author  and  actors,  we  would  rather  not  let 
ourselves  loose— besides  modesty  forbids,  for  most  of  them  and  the  play 
committee  that  chose  them  were  Jester  men  and  those  that  were  not  deserved 
to  be — and  higher  praise  than  this  know  s  no  man.  And  in  the  list  we  would 
like  to  include  the  incomparable  coach,  Mr.  Frank  Stammers — "if  we  may 
say  so." 


VERY  DAY  during  Varsity  Show  week  we  have  discovered  on  the  front 
page  of  Spectator  a  "spread"  on  the  show,  which  is  as  it  should  be, 
for.  at  least  to  us  literan-  men,  who  read  Spectator,  the  show  is  the 
main  event  of  the  week.  We  have,  however,  yearly  at  this  season  wondered 
what  would  be  the  ideal  form  and  tone  for  these  articles  to  take.  Is  it  best 
to  praise  everybody  in  turn,  dividing  the  number  of  names  on  the  program 
by  the  number  of  days  in  the  week,  and  then  exercising  the  editor's  ingenuity 
in  finding  new  terms  of  commendation?  A  chap  to  whose  opinion  we  are 
always  willing  to  listen,  although  not  always  moved  to  follow  it,  asserts  that 
some  such  support  is  a  debt  of  loyalty  owed  the  show — "Boost  it  during 
the  week  and  then  go  ahead  and  knock  it  the  Monday  after  if  you  want  to." 
It  seems  to  us,  howe\xr,  that  this  is  hardly  a  fair  thing  for  a  paper  to  do  unless 
it  is  generally  understood  that  its  praise  is  a  matter  of  loyalty,  but  in  that  case 
it  would  hardly  accomplish  the  end  in  view.  Another  plan  which  suggests 
itself  is  to  have  a  different  able  critic  review  it  every  night;  in  that  case  the 
articles  ought  to  be  signed,  for  criticism,  even  of  Varsity  shows,  is  largely  a 
personal  matter.  A  third  plan  would  be  to  limit  the  articles  during  the 
week  to  the  news  aspect  of  the  show — what  prominent  professors  and  others 
attended  that  night,  what  songs  took  best,  what  changes  were  made,  what 
interesting  accidents  happened:  in  fact,  anything  which  could  not  be  written 
up  before  the  show  actually  took  place  that  night.  Then  on  the  Monday 
after  we  could  have  one  or  more  signed  and  serious  reviews.  We  have  pro- 
pounded these  queries  in  no  spirit  of  hostility  or  criticism,  but  merely  in 
hope  that  they  may  form  the  tiny  grains  of  dust  around  which  student  opinion 
will  crystallize,  for  we  are  convinced  that  the  editors  of  Spectator  will 
gladly  put  themselves  to  some  pains  to  give  the  students  what  they  want,  if 
only  the  students  will  make  up  their  minds  as  to  what  that  is  and  then  ask 
for  it. 


TEr-T^ 


KSIMTK  the  fact  that  apparently  weightier  matters  have  crowded  it 
from  the  editorial  columns  of  our  daily  contemporary  and  hence 
from  the  minds  of  that  great  majority  of  us  who  liite  to  have  our 
thinking  done  for  us,  we  still  believe  that  the  question  of  awarding  or  rather 
of  not  awarding  athletic  insignia  to  managers  is  a  very  live  one.  Perhaps 
the  question  has  been  allowed  to  drop  in  recognition  of  the  recent  excellent 
w  ork  of  some  of  the  men  who  would  be  affected,  but  if  this  is  the  case  we  believe 
it  to  be  a  mistake,  it  being  not  so  much  a  case  of  not  awarding  athletic 
insignia  as  of  devising  the  proper  insignia  for  managers  and  other  non-athletes, 
and  seeing  that  they  get  it.  It  is  another  example  of  the  way  things  are 
started  and  then  suddenly  dropped  for  no  apparent  earthly  reason. 

Some  will  probably  accuse  us  of  being  purists — a  terrible  thing  to  say 
about  a  man  behind  his  back — but  somehow  we  do  not  like  the  idea  of  holding 
general  assembly  in  chapel — and  as  for  the  much  talked  about  "Columbia 
Religion,"  the  name,  at  least,  seems  to  us  to  be  unfortunate. 

N  A  RECENT  NUMBER  of  Monthly  there  appeared  a  little  skit  entitled 
"Columbia  and  the  New  Engineering,"  from  which  we  gather  that  the 
engineers  of  to-day  and  to-morrow  are  on  the  whole  a  pretty  worthless  lot,  ever 
ready  to  make  things  and  build  things — without  any  thought  of  the  beautiful 
seedlet  that  was  peacefully  slumbering  in  the  ground  they  so  ruthlessly  break. 
And  yet,  as  the  actor  said  when  the  structural  strength  of  the  egg  gave  way 
on  encountering  his  thespian  head,  "There's  certainly  .something  in  it." 

The  real  trouble  seems  to  be  the  fact  that  engineering  is  such  a  con- 
foundedly interesting  and  absorbing  pastime  that  its  devotees  find  little  or  no 
time  for  anything  else.  What  is  even  worse  than  their  not  having  any  time 
for  the  important  things  in  life  is  that  tliey  don't  even  realize  that  they  exist. 
That  we  have  admitted  this  all  along  is  shown  by  the  shock  of  pleasant 
surprise  we  experience  on  reading  an  engineer's  scholarly  statement  of  the 
value  of  humanistic  studies,  in  "Latin  and  Greek  in  American  Education," 
edited  by  Professor  Francis  Kelsey.  And  yet  we  are  of  the  opinion  that 
try  as  we  may,  Latin  and  Greek  can  not  be  justified  on  a  practical  basis. 
A  knowledge  of  Latin  is  indeed  necessary  for  the  proper  understanding  of 
the  English  language,  and  a  knowledge  of  Greek  for  a  proper  grasp  of  scien- 
tific terminology,  but  nevertheless  most  engineers  seem  to  get  along  well 
enough  as  engineers,  and  to  their  entire  personal  satisfaction,  without  such 
understanding  or  grasp.  The  only  question  is  whether  to  be  an  engineer, 
and  only  an  engineer,  is  the  engineering  student's  only  ambition.  We  are 
afraid  that  this  is  indeed  the  case  and  that  Professor  Kelsey  and  his  noble 
band  are  fighting  a  losing  fight. 


^St 
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THE  CHILLY  TANK 


Suppose 

That  you  havn't  any  clothes, 
And  you're  standing  on  the  bank 
Of  the  tank, 
Drippin' 

Like  a  soggy  sock,  and  with  your  hip  in 

The  draft. 

Get  the  graft? 

And  suddenly  there  blows. 

Maybe  from  the  ventilator,  maybe  from  the  History 

dep't,  or  some  other  damn  place — Heaven  knows 
A  breeze 

Of  some  sixty  miles  or  so,  till  you  sneeze — 
Kood  choc ! 
Would  you 


Like  it? 

And  keep  still, 

Bill? 

Or  would  you  bind  your  towel  on  and  hike  it 
Up  to  Norris 

And  let  the  chaplain  quote  some  lines  of  Horace 

O'er  his  dead  body  ; 

Then  drink  a  glass  of  toddy, 

And  hit  the  corn-cob  coverlets,  feeling  phonier 

Than  a  draggled  Freshman,  and  barely  miss  pneumonia? 

Or  will  you  kick 

Against  the  imminent  possibility  of  becoming  sick, 
And  join  us  in  petitionings  discreet 
For  heat? 
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"THE  BEST  EVER." 
Varsity    Show  Unsurpassed 
AND  Unexcelled  in  Light- 
ing Effects  and  Silk  Stock- 
ings. 

By    Expectator's    Special  Corre- 
spondent. 

When  the  first  bashful  actor 
made  his  way  to  the  front  of  the 
stage,  and  the  first  strains  sounded 
from  the  orchestra,  the  Varsity 
Show  was  on.  Commencing  with 
the  entrance  of  J.  T.  Doyle,  as 
Flaber,  the  defective,  in  the  latter 
part  of  the  second  act,  the  perform- 
ance was  a  riot  of  color  and  gaiety. 
Song  succeeded  song,  and  witty 
dialogue  followed  amusing  lyrics 
in  rapid  succession.  The  "girls" 
created  much  amusement  by  their 
efiForts  to  keep  their  wigs  on,  and 
the  audience  was  thrown  into  con- 
vulsions of  laughter  when  one  of 
them  bunked  "her"  head  against  a 
piece  of  scenery.  Such  involuntary 
slips  as  these  only  added  to  the 
humor  of  the  party,  and  were 
hugely  enjoyed  by  all  concerned. 

The  plot  of  the  show  was  rather 
flimsy;  it  dealt  chietly  with  the 
adventures  of  the  Aunt  of  some 
Colonial  College  boys,  who  were 
touring  Europe  to  find  the  mysteri- 
ous Miss  Apache,  in  the  course  of 
which  they  run  afoul  of  a  French 
Count  who  is  pursued  by  an 
American  heiress.  In  the  end  all 
the  complications  are  straightened 
out,  and  everybody  is  made  happy. 
It  is  difficult  to  pick  out  any  one 
member  of  the  cast  as  the  best, 
but  probably  chief  credit  among 
the  "female"  members  must  go  to 
A.  E.  Teeterson,  '14,  as  Emily,  W. 
V.  Taxi,  '13,  as  Christa,  W.  Split- 
dorf,  '13,  as  the  Maiden  Aunt,  A. 
L.  Crayon,' 14,  as  Mrs.  McWhistle, 
and  O.  U.  Grain,  '14  as  Cremo 
Weeter.  Chief  honors  among  the 
comedians  undoubtedly  belong  to 
J.  L.  Flaber  '15  as  the  detective; 
J.  C.  Whosebell,  '12,  as  the 
French  Count;  A.  Boid,  '10,  as 


Andras;  P.  J.  Strophe,  '14,  as 
Matt,  and  C.  B.  Teeterson,  '14, 
as  James.  The  rest  of  the  cast 
also  measured  up  to  the  standard 
which  we  have  come  to  expect  in 
V^arsity  Shows. 

Undoubtedly  the  best  musical 
number  and  the  one  which  was 
most  roundly  applauded  was  the 
Grizzly  Bear  Wedding.  Such  a 
feature  could  well  be  dispensed 
with,  as  it  introduces  an  element 
of  vulgarity  which  is  repugnant  to 
the  tastes  of  the  cultured  audiences 
which  attend  our  V^arsity  Shows. 
Other  good  numbers  were  the 
"Sneaky  Rag"  song  in  "The 
Change  of  Fashions,"  and  the 
Bunny  Hug  ensemble  in  the 
"Dances  of  Yesterday."  The  show 
as  a  whole  was  fully  as  humorous 
as  usual,  though  there  were  very 
few  lines  which  had  any  degree 
of  wit  in  them,  and  most  of  the 


so-called  jokes  were  of  that  most 
excrablc  form  of  humor — puns. 
One  of  the  lines  which  deservedly 
called  forth  the  largest  laugh 
from  the  audience  was  when  Es- 
meralda says,  "Oh,  I  should  love 
to  ride  bare-back,"  and  Flaber  re- 
plies, "Don't  you  think  you  would 
catch  cold  ?"  Taking  it  all  in  all, 
ihe  show  is  fully  as  good  as,  if  not 
better,  than,  the  majority  of  shows 
in  the  past,  and  great  credit  is  due 
to  all  concerned. 

Manager  Steiger  wishes  to  an- 
nounce that  he  has  still  a  few  more 
choice  seats  left  for  the  end  of  the 
week. 

There  will  be  a  meeting  at  4.20 
in  Earl  Hall,  of  the  assistant  stage 
hands,  to  decide  on  an  appropriate 
present  to  give  to  the  Make-up 
Men  for  their  earnest  and  efficient 
services.  All  are  requested  to  be 
present. 


CHEMICAL  CHANGE 


(//?  the  Lab.) 


(At  the  Ador) 


THE  SUPERANNUATED  PROFESSOR. 

He  teaches  over  there, 
And  holds  the  Latin  chair, 

Do  you  say? 
Why  he  played  ball  with  me 
Way  back  in  sixty-three, — 

Yesterday. 

We  both  agreed  to  climb 
The  precipice  of  time, 

^  He  and  I. 
He's  carved  his  nook,  I  guess, 
I've  won  my  gold  and — yes, 
Room  to  die. 


He  totters  round  about 
The  campus,  and,  no  doubt. 

Seldom  dreams 
Of  lectures  that  we'd  miss. 
And  girls  we  used  to  kiss, — 

Pleasant  themes. 

The  manhood  that  he  brought 
To  the  language  that  he  taught, 

The  snowy  head. 
Those  kindly  sunken  pools, — 
Are  they  full  of  Latin  rules. 

And  as  dead  ? 


And  very  smilingly 
The  faculty  agree 

That  he's  done? 
That  he's  at  the  dotard  stage, 
And  his  pensionary  age 

Has  begun? 

Not  if  he's  the  Jim 
That  I  reckon  him. 

You  may  bet! 
Just  let  the  seasons  pass; 
You'll  find  his  Latin  class 

Going  yet ! 

When  Gabriel  shall  wind 

His  judgment  trump,  he'll  find, 

I  suppose. 
Old  Jim  still  teaching  Latin 
In  the  same  old  chair  he's  sat  in,- 

And  the  clothes. 

He  teaches  over  there, 
Still  holds  the  Latin  chair. 

Do  you  say? 
Why,  back  in  sixty-three, 
We  played, — it  seems  to  me. 

Yesterday. 


r^s 


IN  THE  LOCKER  ROOM 

"One  good  Turn  deserves  Another" 


TABLOID  VARSITY  SHOW. 

( Procured  at  great  expense  from  the  author,  for  the 
benefit  of  those  brothers  who  haven't  time*  to  go  and 
see  the  real  one.) 

The  Mysterious  Attache. 
Opening  Chorus — Tra  la  tra  la,  mghlgrb,  hokldrlox! 
Ix)rndhq ! 

(Of  course  the  audience  doesn't  catch  a  jvord,  but 
that  doesn't  matter.) 

Enter  the  hero,  in  pajamas  and  straw  hat. 

Said  Hero — Well,  well,  my  boy,  here  we  arc  stranded. 
.Nothing  to  do  but  make  love  to  little  Hysteria  over 
there. 

Hysteria — Hello — oh,  I  thought  you  were  one  of  the 
tame  bears. 

{Cue  for  song  "Come  Do  a  Bareback  Bear  with 
Me.") 

Enter  Spoil,  a  defective. 

Spoil — Hist — don't  breathe;  you  are  the  queen  of 
the  Apaches. 

Hero — I  am  not.  I  am  the  star  of  the  show  and 
\ou  can't  call  me  names. 

Count  (entering) — Is  zzzzz  z  z?    Zsss  Z? 
.V//— Sure! 

Count  (to  Hysteria) — Be  mine? 

Hysteria — Here  comes  my  aunt!  (Enter  newest 
faxi  model  in  lace  gown.) 

.iunt  E.ffie — Bon  sour!  This  is  leap  year,  you  know. 
Will  vou  be  mine? 

////—Help.    (They  flee.) 

Aunt  Effiie — Oh,  I  am  alone — someone  is  going  to 
kidnap  me. 

(Cue  for  song — "Steal  Away  on  the  Boundless 
Clouds.") 

(E.nter  brigands.    They  steal  her.) 

Finale : 

Chorus — Come,  mountain  spirit,  co-o-ome!  (And 
so  on.  Nobody  is  left  in  the  auditorium,  as  they  are 
all  seeking  the  bar.) 


It  is  said  figures  won't  lie;  but  the  figures  of  some 
women  are  very  deceptive  to  say  the  least. 


ENGLISH  AT  AMHERST. 

Professor  Erskine,  in  describing  his  experiences  in 
teaching  Amherst  freshmen,  said:  "Once  the  class  was 
instructed  to  outline  the  plot  of  'The  Lady  or  the 
Tiger.'  One  freshman  submitted  this:  'If  he  opened 
cne  door  the  tiger  would  eat  him  up,  and  vice  versa.'  " 
(  Local  joke — run  by  request. ) 


Act  II. — Much  the  same  thing. 

Hero — Ah,  at  last.  Then  you  will  have  me? 
The  Air  ess — Sure  Mike.  (Exeunt.) 
Count — Then  you  will  have  me? 
The  Comedienne — Sure  Mike.  (Exeunt.) 
Spoil,  the  defective — Then  you  will  have  me? 
Mrs.  de  Bristle — Sure  Mike.  (Exeunt.) 
Everybody — Then  you  will  have  me? 
Everybody  else — Sure  Mike  (Exeunt.) 
Finale — "God  Save  the  College." 

(Exeunt  omnes  ad  nauseam.) 
Note — *"Time  is  money." — Epictetus. 
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"SHOWIANA" 

On  Tuesday  morning  each  of 
the  actors  in  the  show  lays  in  a 
store  of  morning  papers,  in  order 
to  see  what  the  dramatic  critics 
have  to  say  of  the  show,  and  of 
the  work  of  each  particular  actor. 
The  following  is  a  good  sample  of 
dramatic  criticism  of  Columbia 
shows  in  our  great  metropolitan 
dailies : 

COLUMBIA  BOYS  IN  MUSI- 
CAL COMEDY. 

Husky  Athletes  in  Girls'  At- 
tire Evoke  Screams  of 
Laughter. 

The  Columbia  Varsity  Show 
"  -"  had  its  first  per- 
formance last  night  at  the  . 

The  show  is  a  college-made  musi- 
cal comedy,  the  book  of  which  was 

written  by  of  the  class 

of   ,  and  the  music  by  , 

with  interpolated  numbers  by  

The  "girls"  parts  both  in  the 
cast  and  chorus  were  filled  by  un- 
dergraduates, most  of  whom  are 
generally  known  on  the  campus  as 
husky  athletic  stars,  and  the  ef- 
forts of  these  "girls"  to  manipulate 
their  female  costumes  kept  the  au- 
dience in  an  uproar.  The  real 
girls  in  the  audience  especially  ap- 
plauded the  efforts  of  the  pseudo 
"girls"  on  the  stage  to  disguise 
their  bass  voices  under  a  thin  so- 
prano tone. 


"A  HOT,  CROSS  BUN" 


Of  course  there  is  a  plot,  but  it 
does  not  intrude  too  much  upon 
the  chances  of  the  actors  to  intro- 
duce seventeen  or  eighteen  musical 
numbers  during  the  course  of  the 
evening.  Although  only  nineteen 
or  twenty  of  these  songs  are  frank- 
ly reminiscent  of  other  melodies, 


the  audience  did  not  seem  to  mind 
in  the  least,  and  applauded  each 
number  to  the  utmost. 

The  show  will  run  every  even- 
ing this  week  at  the   ,  and 

will  have  also  a  Saturday  matinee. 
Later  on  it  will  be  taken  on  a 
trip  to   and  . 


Scott. 
Peary. 
Cook. 
Amundsen. 

Let  us  hope  that  the  initial  acrostics  will  enable  us 
to  discover  some  \\ay  of  stopping  the  aw  ful  bull-throw- 
ing that's  now  on  tap. 


PUN~K. 

Soph — Say,  maybe  we  havn't  beaten  you  freshmen  in 
everything  this  year. 

Freshman — Oh!   Cut  it.   That's  soph (h)istry. 


ON  WRITING  A  SONNET. 

To  write  a  sonnet  on  a  lady's  eyes, 

Is  scarce  a  matter  for  much  deep  invention  ; 

In  truth,  one  needs  not  to  be  very  wise 
In  lover's  lore.    It  is  my  firm  contention 
That  all  the  bard  requires,  is  but  to  mention 

Their  quality,  their  lustre,  and  their  size, 
Perhaps  to  fringing  lashes  call  attention — 

Then  intersperse  some  "Ah's!"  and  kindred  cries. 

Or  if  you  wish  to  work  it  out  by  spell, 

Remember  that  the  highest  reach  of  heaven, 
Where  those  twin  stars  do  draw  you ;  is  at  seven. 

Here  computation  ceases.    All  is  well! 

For  fourteen  verses  constitute  your  sonnet. 

Why,  look  you,  see  how  easily  I've  done  it? 


Adv. — We  have  at  last  received  a  copy  of  the  song, 
'Tut  Your  Arms  Around  IVIe."  Any  lady  who  desires 
to  try  it,  can  do  so  by  calling  at  our  office  after  business 
hours. 


"What  do  you  want?"  asked  the  lady  of  the  house, 
sharply. 

"I'm  a  ta.xidermist,  madam.    I  call  to  see  

"Well,  we  pay  our  taxes  when  they  are  due,"  the 
mistress  replied,  shutting  the  door  with  a  bang. 
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BAD  BALLADS. 
IV. 

To  My  Neighbor's  Pianola. 
By  a  Miserable  Flat-Dwelling  Wretch. 


Oh  most  annoying  thing! 
Demon  in  harmless  guise, 
Of  you,  in  rage  I  sing 
And  curse  your  sightless  eyes. 
Wolf  in  the  garb  of  sheep, 
Disturber  of  the  peace, 
Do  your  owners  never  sleep  ? 
Will  your  labors  never  cease? 

For  it's  Verdi  in  the  morning 

And  Wagner  late  at  night, 

And  in  the  shadows  half  the  time  between. 

If  that  Girlie  in  Havana 

Had  but  slipped  on  a  banana. 

There's  another  song  that  never  would  have  been. 

They  Fiddle  on  the  Mandolin 

And  pick  pick  on  the  violin 

And  tear  all  their  sheet  music  up  in  rags 

They  get  me  fairly  hoppin' 

With  their  George  M.  Tilzer  Chopin 

Oh  how  I'd  love  to  tie  their  feet  in  bags. 


Beautiful  Doll,  oh  you  wonderful  girl 

(What  have  I  said?  My  brain's  in  a  whirl.) 

Honey  Man,  I  dream  of  you, 

I  don't  want  a  hammock  that's  built  for  two 

If  you  talk  in  your  sleep  don't  mention  me, 

Where  have  I  heard  that  melody? 

Oh  set  me  adrift  on  the  Harbor  of  Love, 

Take  me  away  from  those  friends  up  above. 


L' En  vol. 

Oh,  execrable  thing 

Demon  in  harmless  guise 

Of  you  in  rage  I  sing, 

And  curse  your  sightless  eyes. 

Disturber  of  the  peace. 

Whose  labors  never  cease. 

Wolf  in  the  garb  of  lamb 

I  curse  you  with  a — tremendous  oath. 


AND  THEY  SAY  THERE'S  MONEY  IN 
SONGS. 

A  songwriter  had  scored  a  hit  with  a  new  spice- 
and-pepper  rag,  but  unfortunately  all  the  profits  seemed 
to  accrue  to  the  publisher.  An  actorine  friend  met  the 
composer  on  Broadway  one  afternoon. 

"Say,"  she  said,  "what'd  you  write  that  song  for?" 

"Oh,"  came  the  sad  reply,  "that  song?  Just  for  a 
song." 


An  Irishman  was  being  ejected  from  a  restaurant 
because  he  could  not  pay  his  bill.  He  anticipated  the 
impending  kick  at  the  door,  so  hastily  held  his  derby 
behind  him  and  received  the  boot  via  the  hat.  Reach- 
ing the  pavement,  precipitately,  he  turned  on  the 
bouncer. 

"Ha,  ha!"  he  called,  "I  have  fooled  ye.  I  have  fooled 
ye.    Ye  have  kicked  me  derby  insted  of  meself." 


fa© 


A  SCIENTIFIC  BALLAD. 

I  walked  upon  the  beach, 

And  met  a  zoospore, 
Upon  that  sandy  reach, 

Upon  that  lonely  shore. 
"Good-day,"  he  gravely  said, 

He  was  biciliate. 
He  stood  upon  his  head, 

And  on  his  ear  did  skate. 
His  greeting  was  so  queer! 

It  had  me  quite  amazed 
To  see  he  had  an  ear, 

So  open-mouthed  I  gazed. 
"You  thought  I  couldn't  speak. 

What  fools  these  mortals  be!" 
With  rage  he  fair  did  squeak. 

And  jumped  into  the  sea. 
This  spore-tale  has  an  end. 

It  was  the  end  of  me. 
And  nevermore  I  wend 

My  footsteps  to  the  sea. 
Upon  the  final  quiz, 

I  said  that  spores  could  see. 
Had  ears,  and  mouth,  and  phiz— 

And  I  got  twenty-three. 


A  well  known  professor  was  re- 
cently traveling  in  the  subway  dur- 
ing the  rush  hours,  comfortably 
esconced  in  a  corner.  A  lady  en- 
tered the  car  and  took  hold  of  a 
strap  in  front  of  the  professor, 
whose  eyes  seemed  to  be  glued  to 
a  tin  of  talcum  powder  which  she 
held  in  her  hand,  but  whose  mind 
was  in  reality  elsewhere  in  thought. 
Suddenly  his  vacant  gaze  shifted, 
and  he  appeared  to  the  lady  to  be 
staring  very  intently  at  something 
behind  her.  She  turned  and  be- 
held the  object  of  the  professor's 
gaze:  an  advertisement  "Men- 
nen's  Talcum  Powder  for  Ba- 
bies" showed  a  fond  mother  pow- 
dering a  certain  specific  portion  of 
the  anatomy  of  her  baby.  Sudden- 
ly the  professor  remembered  where 
he  was,  saw  the  lady  standing,  and  ■ 
getting  up  hastily,  addressed  the 
lady: 

"Madam,  permit  me  to  offer 
you  my  seat.^" 

TABLEAU! 


ANOTHER  ECHO  OF  THE  VARSITY  SHOW. 

First  Committeeman — Don't  you  think  we  ought  to 
can  Blank,  he's  rotten. 

Second  High  Mogul — If  we  did,  the  Pure  Food  Law 
would  get  after  us. 


LIGHT  ON  THE  SUBJECT. 

The  boy  stood  on  the  burning  deck, 
(This  often  has  been  writ  out:) 

He  did  not  stand  there  long,  by  Heck, 
For  when  'twas  hot,  he  lit  out. 


All  the  world  loves  a  lov^r — especially  the  florist, 
the  confectioner  and  the  taxi  driver. 


Commons  proverb— Look  before  you  eat. 


IN  DEEP  WATER 

"I  want  to  see  a  sea-horse," 
Cried  little  John  McColl; 

"Pa  says  they  ain't  in  water, 
But  live  in  alcohol." 

"Pa's  right,  but  never,  Johnny," 

Sternly  said  his  Ma, 
"Should  \ou  try  to  look  at 

The  kind  that's  seen  bv  Pa!" 


Once  upon  a  time  Columbus 
was  palpitating  his  trilbies  through 
the  Castilian  Gaywhiteway.  Sud- 
denly a  1945  model  Puick  limou- 
sine came  whizzing  up  to  where 
the  noble  wop  was  standing.  The 
occupant  whereof  having  a  spare 
seat,  called  out:  "Howdy,  Chris. 
Hast  seen  my  Ferdie?"  "I  can't 
say  that  I  hast,  Is,"  replied  the 
mortal  foe  of  Turkey,  "but  I  well 
wot  that  he  snoopeth  around  some- 
where with  either  Lydia  Pinkham 
or  Catherine  de  xMedicine." 
"What  biteth  thee,  gallant  wal- 
yo?"  came  in  accents  wild  from 
the  Majesty  her  Queen.  Then 
quoth  the  Italian  sage  in  peppery 
tones:  "I  hast  an  hunch  that 
should  you  provide  me  with  three 
schooners,  I  couldst  discover  the 
land  across  the  seas." 

Then — stealing,  as  it  were,  the 
stuf?  of  the  gallant  Prince  Theo- 
doro-deelighted  by  his  proposed 
proposition,  Queen  Isabella  invit- 
,  ed  Chris  to  come  into  her  benzine- 
buggy,  telling  Jimes  to  drive  to 
the  Waldorf-Castoria.  Arriving 
at  said  place  she  did  purchase  said 
schooners  for  the  aforesaid  globe- 
trotter and  said :  "Beat  it  to  Phila- 
delphia, kid,  there's  a  mint  in  it 
for  you!"  Thereupon  having 
lifted  the  schooners  over  the  bar  he 
sailed  across  the  foam. 

(We  will  waive  his  passage  over 
the  bounding  waves  the  while  our 


readers  waves  of  laughter  over  the 
above  passage  are  passing  over.) 

"America!  America!"  (Don't 
stand  up,  reader,  we're  not  going 
to  sing  it).  At  Ellis  Island,  a 
band  of  Indians  met  him  on  his 
ship  and  his  arrival.  They  remind- 


ed one — or  two,  if  there  happened 
to  be  that  many  watching — of  a 
spicy  salad  with  very  little  dress- 
ing— clad  in  their  fox  skins  and 
beaver  skins.  But  the  majority  of 
them  were  in  their  bear  skins. 
Their  chief,  however,  in  contra- 
distinction to  the  rest,  was  attired 
less  deshabille  (the  obsolete  Hindu 
for  oyster  fork.  The  euphony  of 
the  word  was  so  entrancing  that 
I  could  not  help  employing  it.  No, 
not  in  a  factory,  Mary;  but  in  the 
sentence).  He  wore  a  gorgeous 
Melvilellis  dash  of  aigrettes  on  his 
hat.. 

Advancing,  he  shook  Dr.  Cook's 
rival  by  the  hand  and  spoke  as  fol- 
lows: "Welcome  to  our  country, 
stranger.  (No  this  is  not  a  cue  for 
a  song.)  We  got  your  macaroni- 
gram,  and  we're  all  ready  to  be 
discovered.  No  sooner  said  than 
done.  Christy  walked  forward 
and  simultaneous  with  planting  an 
"earlyaties"  banner  on  the  beach 
he  piped  (apologies  to  Tad)  as 
though  playing  "hydangoseke," 
"At  last  I  have  discovered  you,  you 
little  rascal." 


Columbus  had  not  been  in 
America  very  long  before  he  got 
into  trouble  with  the  Votes-for- 
Women  Club,  who  forced  him  to 
leave  the  country.  So  he  moved  to 
Ohio   and   he's   been    there  ever 


The  Seven  Lumps  of  Architecture. 
A  Synopsis  of  the  Easiest  Course  in  the  University. 
(With  thanks  to  Mr.  Ruskin  for  the  suggestion.) 
I. 

The  Lump  of  Cash  for  Materials,  (generous  lump) 
IL 

The  Lump  of  Drawing.  (A  few  hours) 

in. 

The  Lump  of  Draughting,  (a  few  more  hours) 
IV. 

The  Lump  of  Rendering,  (ditto) 
V. 

The  Lump  of  Theory  and  "Collateral"  Study,  (same) 
VI. 

The  Lump  of  Practice,  (a  few  hours) 
VII. 

The  Lump  Which  is  Hardest  to  Swallow:  Summer 
office  work  at  $1.50  per. 

N.  B. — In  this  course  Satan  always  finds  something 
for  idle  hands  to  do. 


THOSE  Y.  M.  C.  A.  NOTICES. 
Are  you  cold?    Think  of  the  man  who  has  no  dress 


THE  AUTHOR  OF  THIS  HAS  BEEN  THERE. 

"Is  the  new  state  asylum  a  success?" 

"Success?    Why,  man,  everybody's  crazy  about  it!" 


BEASTS  I  HAVE  KNOWN. 
Heredity. 
There  once  was  an  ornithorincus, 
Who  was  a  remarkably  thin  cuss. 

When  born,  his  dear  mother 

Remarked  to  his  brother, 
"He  looks  like  his  father,  the  Ginkus!" 

Prehistoric. 
There  once  was  a  proud  pterodactyl. 
Who  lazily  lay  on  his  back  till 

A  man  with  a  flail, 

Put  a  kink  in  his  tail. 
And  made  him  peculiarly  tractile. 


LOOK  OUT  BELOW! 
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THE  EDITOR  FILLS  UP  SPACE 


I 


When  the  dummy's  being  made, 

And  there,  before  our  face, 
Are  vacant  columns  to  be  filled, 


TO 


If  that  is  not  a  big  success 

We  scratch  and  scratch  our  nut, 
And  finally  we  think  to  use 

HANDSOME 

Still  more  of  this  is  needed,  so 

We  scatter  it  about. 
It  really  isn't  very  hard 


Perhaps  you  think  we  have  no  fun — 

We  have,  and  to  provoke 
Some  laughter  from  your  aching  sides, 


OUT. 


WE 


[Or  any  other  joke.] 

Contributor — "Want  to  hear  a  good  joke?" 
Editor,  sarcastically — "Oh,  no." 

Contributor,  edging  toward  door — "Well,  listen  to 
yourself  while  you  read  your  own  verse." 

On  nerve  alone  we've  written  this. 

And  used  it  for  a  leader. 
The  greatest  fun  in  this  stuff  is 

KID 


JOKE: 


EXCHBNGES 


NUTSHELL  VERSK. 

Auto  driver, 
Rather  green ; 
Just  run  out  of 
Gasoline. 

Back  to  city, 

Travels  far. 
But  not  in  his 

Motor  Car. 


MiliLdiikef  Srntinil. 


Motor-boater 
Took  a  spin; 

Pace  he  went 
Was  a  sin. 


Something  happened, 

Yes,  you  bet, 
Motor-boater's 

Spinning  yet. 

— Chattanoot^a  Times. 


Dormite  Freshman, 
Rather  green; 

Grease  on  trousers, 
Gasoline. 


Studc — "V  ou  are  very  busy,  Mrs.  Perkins." 
Mrs.  P. — "Yes,  I  have  to  keep  on  the  jump  all  the 
time." 

Studc — "I  never  see  vour  daughters  bustle  around." 
.Mrs.  P.— "How?" 

Stude — "Don't  misunderstand  me,  Mrs.  Perkins. 
Plural,  not  possessive." 

— Widow. 


Sufferer — I  shay,  ole  buck,  what'sh  yer  trouble? 
Fellow  Sufferer — A  case  of  mumps — what's  yours? 
Suf?erer — Two  cases  of  Schlitz. 

— -Purple  Cow. 


First  Stude — WTience  cometh  ? 
Second  Stude — Organ  recital. 
First  Stude — Chapel? 

Second  Stude — No;  lecture  on  human  stomach. 

— Tiger. 


Willie  thought  he  had  a  girl 
But  Willie's  brother  kissed  her. 
And  next  time  Willie  came  he  found 
He'd  have  to  call  her  sister. 

— Pelican. 


Cigarette  lit, 
Puflfs  of  joy; 

Goodbye,  Freshie! 
Good  luck,  boy! 


I  threw  a  kiss  to  her  the  other  day. 
What  did  she  say? 

She  said  I  wasn't  much  of  a  business  man  if  I  couldn't 
establish  a  delivery  system. — Sphinx. 
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HANG  JESTER 


E.  TVV^'EFORT 
Fifth  Avenue 


Telephone 
7323  Madison  Squi 


WILLIAM  D.  SH  ARPE 
Tailor  and  Draper 


6  \\'i:sr  2SrH  Strkki 


New  ^'ork 


Our  dress  clothes  are  readily  distinguished 
by  smart  dressers,  because  of  their  grace  and 
elegance  of  lines. 

W'e  study  each  intlividual  figure  and  pay 
the  closest  attention  to  everv  detail. 


KXCLUSIV  i: 


BI  T  NOT  EXIREME  SI  VLKS 


MEN: 
Why  Not 
Be 

Producers? 


In  the 
Prosperity 
States  of 
America 


C  After  college,  come  out  into  this  fertile  land  of  Fortune  and  engage  in  General 
Farming,  Fruit  Growing,  Cattle,  Poultry  and  Hog  Raising,  Dairying ;  grow  Alfalfa 
and  Sugar  Beets. 

d  You  will  be  assured  of  a  steady  market  and  good  prices  for  all  you  can  pro- 
duce. Excellent  land  at  moderate  cost — a  fine,  healthful  climate — prosperous  cities 
and  towns  close  at  hand  along  the  Northern  Pacific  Railway  and  affiliated  lines. 

Write  NOV/  for  "  Opportunities"  Book  and  "  Through  the  Fertile  Northwest  " 
ADDRESS 

L.  J.  Bricken.  General  Immigration  Agent,  St.  Paul,  or  A.  M.  Cleland.  General  Pass.  Agt..  St.  Paul 

NORTHERN  PACIFIC  RAILWAY 


SMOOTHEST 
TOBACCO 


r 


I7EW  sophomores  but  have  a  smok- 
*-  ing  knowledge  of  Velvet — the 
greatest  of  tobacco  leaf — the  olden 
days  method  of  curing  by  aging— 
2  years  of  hanging  in  the  warehouse  under  perfect  conditions — 
a  perfect  seasoning — a  mellowing  that  dispels  every  vestige  of 
leaf  harshness — a  sweet,  smooth  flavor  of  tobacco  that  chal- 
lenges the  best  smoke  you  ever  experienced.  Can't  bum  hot 
— can't  bite!  Smoke  it  as  often  as  you  will  it  is  always  the 
.  same  delightful  pipeful — Velvet— smooth. 

pjjl^  Today  or  any  time  you  say — at  all  dealers. 

^^^B'>5  SPAULDING  &  MERRICK 

^  CHICAGO 


10*^ 

Full  Two 
Ounce  Tins 


